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B, VETUN NEWIHIATTE UNIDK
OUN WILBON'S bhoy could
hinve whotever he wanted
but hiz father bad forgot
ten  something. When Mr
Wilson was n boy himsel)
e Dind  often lingered by
the baker's woudow on Lilg
wity to school aul reselved
tht  when he lad becon
and hod made his  fortum
buy out the baker am
kave afl the pie he wanted: but
mow, with all his money and ol
& manbood e hnd lost bls taste for
e nnd could poss the baker's shoy
without noticing (he templing diszplay
Mr. Wilson had forgotten that,

# was plain that he hind foreotten
£ for he hind taken Johin Jontor dows
W the gront store on Pearl streer nn
S told b thar e econld hnve (o
T Cheistmas eelebration anything o
sverything  thnt there, and
when his son bad tooked things over
miher onrelessly withou! wanting any
Wing, he hind been sureprised, The fuel
wur. however, that Junioe, ke his
dather, ol already had oo much to
seviree anything tarther.  Junior hod
sever Known what fe s to e hungry
st supply,  He had o
tad (o ory for things, He
sndor an owlpoaring cornteopin from
#in first podd spoon all the way on,
withoatt the joy of muking o cart ont
o two wheots, un axle and a bhoard,
o A betthowse with the remains of a
meiety of old poacking hoges, o thnt
B was very didlienlt, indewl, to devise
wirtpEn tion (or young Wilson or
o onew desire

B man

W would

b saw

"“Wer evel
had Hved

& W
Evindle
With the pesturing group of enter-

dniners performing  on the snow-4ov-

sred lnwn before the bouse, however,
& wug diferent, They strack ol
wdos,  Torimed Beares,  clsed  ench

sbier nbont, and gave their whole pros
g of tahlinn with an eye on the
felowing collection und under the In-
sgriration of the hope that It would he
& harege one, They'd never outgrown
wisl or known the fall satisfaction of
s, thele appetiteon wers alwiuys keen,

Lingered by the Baker's Window,

and their onjoyment of their small
portion of fortune's fuvors was greel
er than all the fun thut John Wilson
and his son together could get oot
o life,

The entertainment did bring one
sew thing nto the rich monctony of
e Wilson bousehold, however—that
of piving a Ohristnas party te some
whe would appreciate It and of thus
ebtgining & pew experience for thewm-
welves.

The tableau performers were the
@t to roecelve Invitations, und they
were authorised to each invite tive of

delends, w0 that the company

gaihesud al the Wilsan party was |

| Ape—_—
o
o

| OPPED === o
. FROM SANTA'S PACK

u lurge, as well ps a motley one. The
golection of the present= had gliven
Junior n sudden nnd new Interest aml
ploustre ot the Lilg store, for the
choosing of gifts for others was a
novelty to him, and anticipation of
thelr hiappy surprises had flled his
wmind with gladoness, It wns with n
reql wileotie and o hearty handshake
that he greeted his gnests,

At first the eompuny was rather
overwhelmed by the splendors of the
Wilson Its rich furnishing
and dazeling lglits made such con-
trasts thut the boys and girls felt out
of place and consplenons. Buot after
i the unwinding of the cobweh, the
| strands of which led ench one to n

hidden gift, and when the gnmes hod

made them forgetful of themselves,
the Joy of It all got Into their feet and

made them dance, the delight of I

all made them sing, and they gathered

nbout the big Christmas tree that
hesmed and twinkled In a corner of
the parlor with an eager expectancy
that made Junlor a very happy Santa

Clous, as he distributed his favors.

Then, when the tuble had been cleared

of Its dainty refreshments, the lender

sauld that they woubtes! to glve some

A Little Girl Responoea.

‘ndoor tahlegux for their hosts before
they woent,

S0 he ealle] first for Madnme Mel-
ba, and a litle girl responded with
ull the aplomb of a primn  donnn.
Then Signor Caruso assumed a kingly
utthtnde and looked upon the nssembly
with as much as he conld assume of
dignity. He was followed by Sir Har-
ry Lauder, who ndded to his posture o
verse aof  “Ir's Niee to Get Up in the
Morning.” This seemed 0 suggest
the lden of golng to bed first, and
there wis whispering aboul  return-
ing home, bhut ope of the goests sald
they must hove a song from San-
tn Claus before they went, This
rather alarmed Junfor at fivsi, but he
rose to it with n lne or two from “Old
King Cole Was a Merry Old Soul”
whirh satisfied the demand, Then
they ol Joined honds In o ring and
tung the Christmus carel, “Away In a
Munger,” and so ended the Wilson
parey.

As the happy shouts lingered on
the Christmas wind the Wilson family
presented o tubleanu thewselves. Mr.
Wilson stosd by the window, looking
after the departing children.  Junlor
seetied arrested In the act of giving
uway the Joy of the Christmas tree,
while his mother paused by the table
that glepmed with silver, seeming to
feel ngnin o Torgotten gludoness, The
party left such gn imprint upon the
Wilsons' hearts that they hinve never
slnee tried to have a Christas to
| hemsel ves, .

:

I T AR TR
GIVE PHOTOGRAPHS

ON'T mind what your look-
Ing-glass telln you! She Is
prejudiced o your favor and
she'll cherish your photogruph
apd el you it dossn't reslly
quite de you Justice, So have

it tuken and give It to her for
Chreistinas.  The cuwern has
stood wany 8 shock apd will
doubtiess stand meny more o
COle,

Buttermllk Is n good substitute n
more costly face preparation.  1at it
| dry on, then massage In to ]

SN
50 anollier

7

S 06 risnas fines

While ghostly forms of childhood's friends troop
No words we, speakTo memory’s view come vi
And for an hour we live again the dear days of
Y77 7 %0 Time the tide of ife turns
€47 hui on its cbing fow
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A JOLLY
SCRAP-BOOK

By MARTHA B. THOMAS
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OLLY scrap-books for children who
] are anfortunate in being il in hos-
pitals at Christmas time—or in any
other place, for that matter—may be

pasted on cloth, Dark-green cambrie
makes an excellent buckgrouml Ir It

| A ———
:

made of bright-colored advertiseivents

Is cut in rectungles of 18 inches by 13
and folded once through the center of |
the longest side, you have then four
large pages for your book. Three of
these rectangles make a respoctable |
showing and give enough space for
many pietures.

The brighter advertisements the bet-
ter, and if yon enn think of a funny
ntme to paste underneath ench one,
the children will squeal with delight.
Sometimes varintion may be pained by
cutting the pletures in outline, if the
fignres are Ilnrge enough, Covers of
wagazines often afford good moterinl

A pretty cover for your hook may be
arranged by cutting small squares Into
trinngles, using the gummed pdper

Te Decorate Christmas Scrap-Book.

Chrlstmns ribbon “of different colors,
furnished at all stores lu the hollday
senson,  Get us broad a ribbon as pos
sible, cut it to moke o square, then cuat
the squore dingonully, L e, from corer
to corner, You will then have four
trinngles of equal size. Cut another
square of smuller size In the same way,
giving you four wdditional trinngles,
These elght picces cun then be ar
runged as funey dictates to make o
decoration In the center of your cover,
Oue such shnple urrangement is shown,
Of course these triangles need to be
molstened nnd stuck oo the cover e
cordipg to the plun of your design.

Raisin Fluft,

Twe cupfuls sugar, ¥ cupful water,
1 stiflly beaten egg white, % copful
chopped  rulsing, % cupful chopped
wilnut meats, ¥ teaspoonful vanilis.

Baoll sugur and wuter untll it thrpads
when dropped from the tip of &

Pour on bLenten egg white and beat

nuts, salt und vanilln. Mix well, Drop
from Ledspoon on parafMuoe paper and
set aslde untll cold.

Buttermilk for the Face. .

L1

until it holds Its shope. Add raisins, |

soft, T
k|

(@, 1922, Western Newspaper Uslon.)
No ONE could understynd the will

The old lady wns even eccentric
in the way she left her money, Among
the many personal possessions she
hod mentioned had been that of her
beautiful Russian sable fur coat,
worth well Into the thousands of dol-
lars, This she had left to the old
woman who had brought eggs to them
from the country. It wa sto be given to
the egg woman on the first Christmas
after the old lndy's death, and every
Christimas after that she was to be
given the Interest on a sum of money,
the principal of which was to be glven
to her when she reached a certain age,
or before If she became lIL

“It's all very sensible except why
in the world did grannle leave that
wonderful fur coat to that egg wom-
an?' her grandchildren remarked.
“Why, she won't know what to do
with It. She's perfectly hoppy with
an old wlster and a good warm
swenter.” .

But they did not fall to carry out
whut their grandmother had wished,
even though they could not under
stund,

Never wis such a Christmas pres-
ent recelved, and never was there such
Joy, for fairy tales had cowe true in &
great uod wmighty swoop, und she, who
had fancled never throughoat her en-
tire life to wear anything on her bhack
that wus luxurious, now glorled in her
coul. And every week she went about
selling eggs, s0 happy In wenring the
superb cout.  For old grandie had
understood more than any of them
yknew!

Marshmallow Fudge.

If your marshmallows get a little
stale before using up, try making
murshinnllow fudge, Put two cyps
granulated sugar and one cup milk In
n saucepan and let thh mixture cm
to o holl,  Add one square and a
choeolate, grated, ind two tablespoon-
fuls butter, Cook about ten minutes,
then remove from the fire and beat
until the fudge gets rather stiff, but
not so stil that Jt will not pour easily,
Break marshmbllows Into  severnl

pleces, place in the bottom of a dish
and pour the fudge over them.

'}
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ORACE had always loved
Hilda. 1In the old days
they had written letters to
Santa Claus together, For
they had been children to-
gether and Hilda was only
eleven, when Horace first
proposed to her,

Hilda promised to marry
Horgee when she grew up if he'd glve
her plenty of hot buttered popeorn and
Christmas candy elephants in the
meantime, It was a strain on Hor-
ace's slender allowance and It was not
always easy to get candy elephants,
but he succeeded on the whole.

There wns something so nice about
Hilda. She never made remarks ns
some girls did,-and men too, for that
matter, which were 8o annoying.

When she rang up on the telephone
she did not say “Guess who's talking,
now, just guess” nnd disguise her
volee. She always consldered wheth-
er a person might not very easily be
busy, and so did not have what some
consldered p lttle joke.

There were some kinds of people
Horace couldn't endure. There were
those who sald, for example: *“If the
lightning I8 golng to strike you, It's
golng to strike you. It's absurd to
say you're afraid of It.”

Then there were those whe would
say In unswer to a query about the
temperature of the ocean and Its con.
ditlon for swjmming:

“The water? Why, the water's wet"
And thep—expected him to wugh.

There were thosa who would say
“How come,” and expected to be put
In a bright class, as though they'd sald
something startlingly originul

Then there were those who sent ple-
ture posteards of foreign places when

they really posted them from New

York und Chlcago and Seattle and

Hohokus, New Jersey, and hoped that

they could fool the recelver of the

postenrds that ‘these eards had not
een ut one tme gitts to them,

And he did dislike those who would
say to him after he had had his last
vear's sult nieely sponged nnd pressed,
“How that bas worn! It has certain.

| ly done you good service, and it doesa't

{ook bad ot that 1"
But especially be disiiked and felt

{'48 thongh he could almost choke those
| who were glven to telling others to

count thelr blessings, while they

moaned pnd gronned and whined and |

“whimpered themselves at all

| ond ubout all things,

- Phese were his speclal aversions,

{ “1 eouldn't marry you," Hilda he

| sald, “ns you are really nothing but

child, I neod a man more my owh
mental equal.”

“Put you're two years younger th .

I am,” Horace bhad protested.
“Troe,” Hilda bad admitted, “but a

| woman is ulways so much older thun

- —

# man'” Hilda called herself a wom.
an from the time she was sixteen untll
she was twenty-one,

Agaln and agaln Horace proposed
Hilde always put hlm off, but she al-
ways seemed to come back to him af.
ter each worrisome flirtation, Per
sistency and devotlon were Horace's
strong pointg, and every Christmas as
he took her the yellow rosebuds, which
wus his choice of a Christmas bougquet,
he proposed anew. It was Horace's
annuval declaration !

Hilda loved the tlowers—the rose
buds were always zo pretty and Hor
ace had so much taste, Always in the
center was a spray of holly, and they
were tied with gay red ribbon. And

Hilda Always Put Him Uff.

Hilda cared for Horace, too. But not
enough, not quite enough.

When Hilda was twenty-five she al-
most ylelded. Someone had that day
usked Hilda her age. She had candid-
Iy admitted she was twenty-nve,

Later in the afternoon she had
heard that “if Hilda admitted t¢ twen:

ty-five she must at least he thi r-lwqi

ilda felt old then, disconrag
she didu't quite aceept Ho

From then on Hilda's age
mneertidn,  Horace was fea
at first Hilda drop a yeuar ev Ve

She could never claim elghteen, or
even twenty, even though she was very
young In uppesrance, bafflingiy so.

Hilda had been thirty for the past
three years now, and still Horace was
around, admiring her, loving her, more
anil more all the tiwme,

But the straln had almost been too
much, Horace had loved Hilda n very
long time. Hilda had taken a long
time aloue to become thirty. He
would usk ber once more to marry
him, then he would go away, never to
return lie told himself dramatically,

“Hiida," be said to her as he gave

B

very
lest

‘ her the Christmos bouquet for the—

Had Written Santa Letters Together, ! “I've told you how It 1s. I must know

well, he wouldn't keep track of the
number of thnes evwehh ln his mind—

finally, touight. I can't bear this any
longer, .

“Won't you marry me, my darling?
Right uway, without any more walt-
ing? Can't we start out the pew year
together ¥

“Cun't weé—my darling?”*

And ot lust Horace knew bliss,

Blyly, sweetly, clingingly, and with
such slow ylelding awakening Hilda
was In his arms, and as she |ifted her
lips to his she murmured:

ardi




